JOAN    OF    ARC
of the scribes. Indifferent to the din, she repeated to
herself the admonition of the Voices, given to her that
very morning when she woke out of her sleep and sat
on her bed with clasped hands praying for help to
meet her ordeal: "Answer boldly and God will sus-
tain you." Not once but several times they had assured
her that she would be delivered in triumph, though
whether by her friends5 exertions or her own they had
not clearly stated. God had promised and He had
never yet failed her. He had silenced the sceptics who
would have thwarted her mission and blunted the arrows
of her enemies: she could abide the event with a serene
heart.
When the tumult had died down, Cauchon summoned
Joan "charitably, as is the duty of our office9* to swear
that she would answer the whole truth to all questions
put to her.
Calmly the girl replied, "I don't know what you are
going to ask me. Perhaps you will inquire into things
about which I may not want to tell you."
There was no formal accusation against her; she was
merely a suspected person who had been dragged here
in the hope that she would supply her accusers with
what they needed to condemn her. But several hundred
years were to pass before the conscience of civilized men
would admit the outrage of compelling people to damn
themselves out of their own mouths. Cauchon, with a
shade less of charity, demanded if she would do as she
was told.
."No," she answered, "I will freely tell you whatever
you wish to know about my father and mother and what
I have done since I took the road to France. But the
things God has revealed to me I will tell to no one
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